ALONG  THE   ROAD

golf. Legions of prostitutes assemble from all
parts of the globe and enthusiastic amateurs of the
gentle passion abound. For four months in the
year the French Riviera is an earthly paradise.
When the four months are over, the leisured rich
return to their northerly homes, where they find
awaiting them less splendid, but quite authentic
me cur $ ales of the paradise they have left behind.

The leisured rich at Monte Carlo are those, I
have said, whose chief resources against ennui or
serious thoughts are love and play. Many of
them are also ' artistic.' But it is not, I think,
at Monte Carlo that the best specimens of the
artistic rich are to be found. To see them at
their best one must go to Florence. Florence is
the home of those who cultivate with an equal
ardour Mah-jongg and a passion for Fra Angelico.
Over tea and crumpets they talk, if they are too-
old for love themselves, of their lascivious juniors;
but they also make sketches in water colour and
read the Little Flowers of St. Francis.

I must not, in justice to the leisured rich, omit
to mention that respectable minority of them who
occupy themselves with works of charity (not to
mention tyranny), with politics, with local admin-
istration and occasionally with scholarly or scien-
tific studies. I hesitate to use the word * service *;
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